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CHRISTMAS IN THE EITCHEN.

THE HORRORS OF HOUIEKERPING,
Easpecially in the Festive Sonson.

REVIEWED BY A YOUNKO MARRIED LADY. |

DOKE UP (NTO TEREE BY HENRY SILVER, Tuw
NOTED LONDON WIT, DRAMATIST, BOVELIST,
AND PORT

Oh ! the bothor of giving mon dinnors;
What n nalsanpos 18 feod, | dociare |

How 1 wish thet sll bangry broad-winnora,
Like ciamelsons, cou d live upon arl

What with plauning now soups and made dlehes
And giving ono's oraers te cooks,

Omo has ng time to rend wiat one wishes,
Dut must pore over vvokery books.

Ero your brenkiast you've coslly taken
You've & lunch and a dinoer to sohems,
Aud must thiik ot tred aver and bacon
Wihn your mouth fu i ot poffve sud oream,
You ve to think, whils your muflin you swallow,
Or n oriap bit of dry tona«t youn orunoh,
Whelher bolled towl st dinner may follow,
After smrving broded ohicken for lunoh,

Composition by punater or voet
15 rather & troubiesomo art |
But thowr Inbor is naughti—well 1 know {1—
To the toil of componag w carle,
Oul! the inek %0 of dishes combining
Lha: one course wilh tho next may not clash;
Ll the trouble of danily dining
Without ever maxiug a linsh,

A« for cooks, I deciare 1've no patlenoco
Sucl waswers suob wae-n to pay:
And oh! how their army reiptions
Muoke with cold moat nnd pickles away,
Tho' your ear bo ns sharp as a lynx's,
Tho’ with one oye wido open you aleep,
You'll find that ths.0 tmpuuent mnixos
On your Inrder their cousiug wi | keap,

Then those horrible buotohers aud bakors;
How wy mind with noxio y s,

As | think of those iroublesome makors
O1 merogh phioal bl !

Those fishmongors too, whet a troubles
"lis datly ther Hsts to look through,
And to pen lost your ordore they doubie,
And iustoad ol ove turbot svad two,

W ith such worries to bore and to bother,
No wondor my spirits snouid fall;
Nor, Inst wook whea 1 eall’a on my mother,
1hat ahe thought 1 was looking so pale, -
O'er my trouvies 1'd 1ain o raw the ourtain,
They are really quive dreadiul fo bear;
I amlosing my boa.tn, that'c o1 eertain,
And 1 toary 100, I'm losing my lsir,

At pight 1 hie wakelu!, tho' weunry,
While I try 2o @ nov dainty to sohiome,
Till 1 dozo off—the 1t mo 18 so0 droary —
And then of bau dinnera 1 drean,
Whit e Augustus lies huppily snoring
I"'m thinking of pudd nge and pies,
Ur tug dearness o1 muiton deplonong
Or lamesting that miik, too, shoual

Alng! now tho =enson galled “{oslive'*
No langer 1= festive to mo:

In lion of Hght dances digestive,
1o large dinners 1 've dal ¥ 10 soe,

How I sieh tor rolwet (rom housegeeping |
Forauenallop or wa Lz ho v | pine!

How 1 wish tha' one's gusits, before s'eoping
Upon mmploe cola mution would dine.

I am fond of romancs and light reading,
Hank a love-taie all ohers suove:

Bu', with thonshts fa | of vookiog and looding,
OUne loses ono’s intores, wn love!

Wio oan sympattize deoply with Luoy?
Hor pasalon about to reveal,

Whiie one thinks, ** Will the turkey hof]uleyr
Aud wil oook brown moeely the veal?”

Not o momont now have I to shop in,

And pource know what 0o 'or's the “'go’";
It by ohanoe any ‘wdy iriends drop 1o,

No light on such thivg I oan hrow.
Then, il bapiy I vield (0 tom,la ton,

Aud go west 8 me new boines (o soe,
Allthe while I'm 1 sad (ropiogtion

Lest they keop ainuor waiog (or me.

Butimy husband, who s aves in the oity
From nwme 1o toe moun uli near sight,
Comes rayenous Lome, ana 10 pity
Is shown 10 pour ol I'm late
Hu thinks ror of nousckeepine flarries,
Aud the woriies ol cartes aud ot ovoks;
But s raight to tho ta o hw hurmes,
Aud gives e the binokess of looks,

Thoen if the pointoes aren't mealy,
If the grouse isu't cove (o s chade,
He growis avd he , rumbies, Uil reaily
By his mutters guite ueryons 1'm made,
He complams that my dudes m she king;
Suoll an indo ot wi o bhe «ever know:
That, while ve like n boree bae been working,
'yo rea'ly had no*hing to do,

How ott, too, althe' in the morniug
ve aaid "ts aoold-matton day, _
e brings home s (r.end w.thont warning,
Aud bitge that to dinner be'il sy !
All vaunly broad lunts | kKeep deopping
That we've no fish or phosswant Lo eat:
Hao insists on the poor (shiow's stoppine,
And thon carvos, with a growl, tue cold meat,

Then if 1 find fault with his earving,
Or tell now be once mangled & gooss,

He comp'ang that ait carvors go garving,
Aud surgosts that wo vine o a Rusge.

A la Rusie ! ye+, indeed, 't would dehighl s,
If & 'ootman or two be'd engage:

Hut how a live divuer wonld trirni mo,
W hen we've ouly one poor little page!

O if enly the worry aud trouble
Of gomposing a menu men knew,
Our pin-money surely they'd double,
In roward for the worz that we do.
Ani, to make us think desply upon it,
7 hey some * good dinner priges” ghould buy,
And prosont a nics bragelet or bonnot
For evory nico puadiug or pio,

Ah! bao I but the wana of & fairy,
1'd summon my Oleverest elves,
To teach Freddy, Arthur, and Uarry
How to cook their own divners thomselves,
Woere the busbands to sluve in the kwoben,
Thoir wives might have loisure to think;
Art and solence their minds would rrow rich in,
Aud not merely eating and drink!

rian,

MR. PUNCH'S CHRISTMAS BTORY,

I AURA GAVESTON;
OR, THE LOVE-TEST,

BY MARKE LEMON, EDITOHR OF THOR LOADON
“PUNCH," AND THE MOST DISTIN-

GUISHED WIT NOW LIVING,

“Wouldn't do it to-nlght, Bob,"” said the hoarse
yolce 0! 4 wWolnsn,

‘‘How the woman talks !” replied the coarse
volee of s man, **‘Christune Eve or no Ohrist-
mas Eve, business must be mmded ;" and a rough
fellow presented himsell in front of me,

“You're Mr, Dorrmipeton, and youw've been
spemding Christmas Eve with the Ashleys?

“1 have! What's that to you ¥

Betore | could fiulsh the septence my hat was
foroced over my eyes, a thick wrapper ol gome
kind was thrown over my hoad, powerful bands

asped my arms, and I becmme consolous of

mg forced into 8 onrriage of some kind, pos-
sibly n street cab; and them 1 was evidently

belog driven away at & rapid pace, o héavy |

hand pressing upon my chest,

All this was 0 momentanly done, snd my
surprise was so great, that 1 had odered little
Or no resistance,

After a time the vehicle, whatever it was,
stopped, and 1 was requested (o descend, 1 did
80, and, following the commands of my oaptor,
arcondod & flight of sleps, which appeared to be
ocarpeted, I was then led slong s passage or
gallery, oarpeled also, until I heard & door open
geotly and then close. My wrapper was re.
woved so lnstantaveously that, cowbined with
the dezzling effect of & brilhwnt light, I did not
notice the departure of the persous who had
exercised thig violenoe upon me,

When [ was syfliclently collected to observe
all about mwe, 1 discovered that I was in an
Blﬁ‘annf furnished apartwent, lighted by s
chandeiler snd severnl small sconces placed
about the room, be chandeher and sconces
were nppurently of) silver, and all the orna-
mepta in the room wipre noticeanle for the cost-
dlness of thelr materdgl and the lealness ot
the tuste whioh hind donsirocted them. At one
end of the room was & full-length portrait of
#lady

Did my eyss doe

, _ No! It wnas the couvnterpart presentmont of
, Laura Galveston, whom I Bad diet three even-
ings betore al Bir John Clageet's, The tikeness
wis admirable. There was the same mnoble
| earringe, the rounded bosom, the oval face, the
| Yong, daxk, luxurisnt hair, whicn, in detiance of
fashion, ghe sllowed to 1all upon her magnid-
| centshowleers, 'True, the full aark eyes of the
pleture lacked the brilliancy of tbeir hiving
originals; the tace was deficient i that inex-
pressible expressiveness which had so  fascl-
nated me! What could this adventure meant 1
hed danced with her lour bmes durtng the

eveuing; 1 bad hed the bappiness to haod her |

to her coarrlage, and I had boldly taken a

camelia lrom her bouquoet at parting, and had

been unreproved! yot I had not dared to im-

prove theee shght advances, as Mr, Gaveston
| was repotted to be immensely nich, and I am
but an alwoat briefleas barrister! Btill 1 had
encoursged the bope that we should moet again
shortly, and where I could possibly aiscover if
1 woere agreeabla to the beaultlul helross, She
waa Mr. Gaveston's only child, Woy had [ beea
brouglit here?

My seif-questioning was soon {o be anawerad,
A door, partly concealed e!;ljy the folds of a full
dampsk curtain, was opened, and Miss Gaveston
entered the room. Bhe was dressed muoch ss she
had bLeen on tbe nigot of our meeting, except
that a siogle diamond of striking brillinncy was
bound upon her forchead.

wat po uitezly oonfounded by all I had
undergone—all 1 sgaw—that 1 could not speak
to her.

V'Mr, Do:rington,"” she said, in a volce of musie,
“T must ask your forgiveness lor the extraordi-
nary—perbaps 1 should say the unpardonable—
menns [ have used £ bring you liere; but time
was 80 pressing, the occasion w0 urgent, that [
did not hesiiale to procure this interview st all
rizks, even of ollvnoing you,"”

“Pray say no more,” 1 replind; “I am made
{oo happy by again meeting you."

*Thunky,” sud Muss Gaveston, interruphing
me; **1 belicve you are willing to serve me; I be
lieve 1 may trust you, I could not misunderstand
your attentions the other evening, and if 1 dud
not encourage them, 1 did potcare to repel
them. 1 need a irievd, Mr, Dorringlon, and I
believe I have found one in you."

“You bellove truly,” 1 replied. '*Nothing
you can require of me bul T will gladiy do."

YiAre you sure of that™ asked Miss Gaves-
ton, the expreamon ol her {ace changing from
the most bewitching sweetness to thul of sn
extreme carnes'ness, “Suppose I ask you to
exposc yoursell to danger—to peril your life,
Would you do it

“Wilhngly ! I am ready now."

Miss Gaveston then closed the door through
which she bad entered carefully, und drow the
curtsin belore it. Bhe then opened a small
cabinet and produced a pair of pocket revolvers,
which she piaced on a small 1able, and then sat
down besige it,

“Mr, Dorrington,” she eaid, I am about lo
make a confidence to you which 1 would make
to no other man liviog; but I have told yon the
estimate I have formed ol you, and you will not
—you must pol deceive me, Do notl speak, |
ln-?w\ ¢ you will not deceive me. No doubt
but you—lize all my other triends and’acquamt-
unce—look upon me a8 ouc to be envied, |1
know 1 have more than the ordinary advantages
of my sox, il wonld be atfectation 1o say other-
wise; I know I have socomplishmonts that are
of value in society, and I know also that I am
the daughter of & xich man, Advantuges all
these, to make what 15 called bappines<, [am
about to dispel the delusion—to confide to you
that T am wretched, and toe cause that makes
me s0."

She threw back her beavutdul head, and shook
hier long ringlews from ubout her race a8 though
what more sue had to say required her to brace
up ber nerves for the revelation,

“Mr. DLorrington, did you ever notice my
father 1"

I only saw him for a lew minutes at Sir John
Clagget'a,' 1 replicd.

1o k describe ham rightly when I say, you
saw 8 mild, benevolentlooking genrleman, who
appeared to be at peace with all the world,
und to whom any deed of violence seemed to
be impossible "

“Yes, certainly,

that is my recollection of

{ l‘l“l-”

“You are deceived. Doneath that placid ex-

| terior ¢xists & nature that is never at rest, ex-

copt when courting danger: never satislied buot
when adamg 1o hs aleendy abundant hoards;
sna—must 1 ey it of wy own father? — uever
bhesitating at the meuwns which will gratify his
avarce,’

“You astound me ! Tistress me!"” 1 said,

“You m ust be made of sterner stufl, if you

| nre to be of ser vice to me,” replied Miss Gaves-
| ton. “‘Hear me to an end, una then deeide to
pceept or decline the service I shall sk of you,
My isthor, aespite his inilings, is very dear to
me, 0l om o hm. 1 would pot venture to
question what he thinke proper to do, did 1t not

| eapose him (o davger—to great davger, To-
| mpht I have reason to believe he will be en-
gaged with some desporate wen, who are em-
ploved by him in tue transport of ao objest ot
rent value, of almost natiopal imiportunce,
'flc has gone alone to this rend zvous, and |
fear that the tempintion of the prize he is
desizous Lo secure may prove too slrone for
his assootales, and — 1 daré not  contem-

[ plate_what 1 fear! =1 have selec'ed you,
Mr. Dorrington, from all*my scqualutance,
all my professed admirers, to take o part which

I would delegate o no one were I of your sex,

I bave courage, will, aud resolution; bot these

poor fiagile limbs, this preuty face, are worse
| than vseless to me in this extremicy.”

“What do you require of mef” I asked.
“Tell me, my dear Miss Gaveston, uad you =hall

| mot regret the confidence you have placed in
me."”

| 75T wish you," she answered slowly, pausiog

{ npou every word, **I wish you to go w{th @ man

1 will appoint Lo the pluce where my father
meets bis desperate counledecutes. They may
e1tber aitempt to destroy bim, or betray him to
the police. He 18 as brave asa lion, and i he
knew he had a friend beside him he would be a
maich ftor & dozen supb curs as [ have
always known bad men lto be. Take these
pietols, they are capped and loaded, Tie round
your neck this silk cravat; my futher will re-
wognize it, Bhoulo he be attacked, defend him
with your lite. Should he be betrayed, shooat
him, Better death than discovery ot dishonor-
uble pursuits, Do you accept

Thne progposition to murder Mr, Gaveston was
#0 extraordinary, that I ventored to suggest
both [8 wickedness and impolicy, und Mr,
ula\'mtun would be surely recognized, dead or
alive,

“Qive me your hand, Mr. Dorrington,”™ she
said; 'l now trust you entirely, I thoughbt you
would have %vrnrenad to bave accepied any-
thing 1 might bave proposed, resolving to de-

ceive me, I now know that I may trost my
father's safoty to you, It is time you departed.
Follow nie |”

bhe opened what appearcd to be s large
japanned cabinet, but which was really tne
concealed entrance to some stuirs, down whiok
she descended, and 1 followed. We came al
lust to what seemed 1o bo a cellar, the only
light being trom the gas-lamp in the street; at
least I judged so from the iron bars through
which it came.

“Judkng, " sald Miss Gaveston, “‘here [s your
companion, Give him an overcoat and a cap.
Be Lils guide to the house in Wapping. Be care-
! tul; let none of your old comrades see you, as

you can guess the vun_em}uencm"

I was soon wrapped o a rough overcoat,
which smelled of coarse to o and thay
frowsy odor of & garment that has been lme

| perfectly dried,

“Are you ready ™ asked Miss Gave:ston.

“Yes," I rephed.

“Kiss my forehead,” 1 did so, gulded to it
by the brilbant gem which bad caufht m
attention, T judeged by a silght nolss: hcﬂ‘s
that Miss Gavesfon had left the oelar, and
‘ that I was ulone with my unkno #n, almost un-
]

gseen companion, | was right,
“'‘Now, sir, this way. We shall have to walk
| fueb i we are 1o do any good, It's past oue,”
I followed in the direction of the sound of
Abaman's volos,and was delig alter a time
, to fnd’ mysel! i the streot, urh the rain
fell beavily, and not a woul was to be seen but
wy companion, & emall snd decrepil creature,
 who shuflled rather then walked along ot @

| Lim the silk cravat around m

| stivl rolled overhead, oceasionully, however,
t yealing the full woon, obseured as it seemed by |

'ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON, |

{ duontly expecuing us,

| tor them,

speed which kept me at donble-quick time in
order not 1o lose mght of him.

1 knew the west-end of Londom pretty well
but we wers evidently fur tn the east, and | had
1o kaowlédge of our whereasbonts.

The houses on either slde of 1he stroet looked
wretched inthe extreme, seen ss shey wers by
the feeble light of two streel lamps placed at
long intervuls mparte  Lale ns it was, thers wore
dim lights within some of the rooms, and as we
pusscd mlong we heard voices, some lood

unrrel, oltbers rowring in ohorus. At iwo of
the doorways sat huddled up in their O1thy rags
poor drunken wreiches who had staggered to
the entrance of their miserable homes, and hnd
been unable to obtaln admitiance, The riin
contimued to fall heavily, splashing upon the
puvement, and pouring down here and thers
from the dilapidared wuter-ph above, The
wind dashed the rain about, and rattled against
the window-frames not at all times Alled with
glnes; every now and then It gearly bliaded me
ae It blow the ratn imto my fsce, and at Inst
tound itsa way through my thick outer coat,
chilling the marrow in my bones,

Neither I nor myy comopanion had exchangod a
word; but at Tast I called to him:—

“Hi! my man? How much further have we
togo?! Iam getting tired and cold.”

“1 don't wonder at it, 'm ke ioe, T aim," re- |

nlied the man; *“there’s not a public open either,
10 ret a drop to warm one,"

“Well, answer my question,” 1 aald.

"Oh, ab! well, it's at the bottom of the next
s'reet that runs down to the mver. [ expects
we're too late, Howsomover, we've los: no
time, have we |

I briefly answered “Ro,” and followed on in
silomee,

The alreet we soon entered was more
wretched, it possible, than the one we had
Just traversod, and the few light's on the river

discernible thiovgh the ralo only made the |

oesolntoness more apparent,

*‘Here's the ecrib, mister,” said my guide,
stopping beforn a dilapidated house: *‘vou must
go right through the pussage—here's n siring
somewhere here which pulls up the latch—and
crosa the yard ¢l Ec-u come to a blg door witn
1ats pavled on 11; knock twice, comnt four and
knock twice again; somebody'll open the doer,
perhaps, and il s0, say you want Mr. Davis—
that’s the name tlu-'; call Mr, G, when he's on
business down here,

81 confess to & moment’s hesitation before T
procecded to put juto practice the instruotions
of my gotde, but the thought of Miss Gavestoa
gave me renewed courage, and I entered the
]umnp.c of the honge, As I gropedmy way along
wos made aware that my tooting was not the
mosl secure, As more than once the rottin
noards broke under my tread, and 1 was giaﬁ
10 re4ch the openrvud. though I could scarcely
sce my hand before me, With leas dificulty
than | had anticipated, 1 lound the door at which
I wus to give the mysterious signal, I didasl
bad been iustrucled, nnd after a short intesval

[ the door opened, and Mr, Gaveston presented
| himself,
| geutlewan I bhad met at Bie Johw's, but [ recog-

He was very unlike the respectahle

nized i instuntly, He wore a long pilot cout
renching to his teet, and o rough fur cap on his

| bead,

“What do you want, my man " he paked,
I opened the top of my outer t'oall.‘nml showed
neek,

“Billy girl!” he said, hall aloud. *'She i3
always mlarming hersell unnecessarily, Be
prudent, aud follow me,”

1 obeyed, and soon found mysell in a low
room pearly tilled with robacco-smoke, Two
or three candles were dimiy visible amid the

fumes which were exhaled from the pipes ot |
some hali-dozen ferocious-lovking fello wa seated |

at the table,

“Who's this, skipper ! asked one of tho mon.

“A friend toat I expecteo,” replied Gaveston.

““Aud what do you want to meel your {riends
in this ken for, Mr. Davis?” said the man,
ruther snucily.

Mr, Gaveston's reply is not transeribable;
but it was so clear and emphatic that his
questioner threatened to resort to personal
violence, and wias supported by two or tlhiree

| of Lis comrades.

“Ouve elep nearer, Grover, and I send a
bullet through your head., You know how
fittle 1 mind your threats.
bark,” satd Mr. Gaveston. “What I do care
or, however, is & treacherous sneak who, for
bis own advanisge, makes terms with the
police,”

“Who=—me!" roared Grover,

quite tuken

aback.

*Yes, you; and that's what broueht my fricnd
here to-night.  If you could have got nway an

| hour ago, ns you wanted, we should have had

the blues here by this time.”

Crover's companions were not men to hear
both sides ol a case, and taking it for granted
that what Mr, Gaveston sald was true, the un-
lucky acoused was instantly subjected to such
rough trentment that it was a wonder he had

| not required {ransmission to the hospital,

During the conjusion, Guyeston, grasping my

| arm, left toe room, aud continuing to ho!d me,

led the way to the river by, whal appesred to
be, & road undergro und.

The rain had ce gsed, but dark lcaden clouds

thick coverings of smoky gauze, As we drew
nearer to the river, having come forth luto the
street, I fancied I saw crouching in the shadow
of ulow walla human figure. The moon cast o
momentary light upon tae objec!, und, mufiled
ana disguised #s the person was, T could have
sworn it wis no other then Miss Gaveston., But
in # moment the eclouds had bidden the moon
aeain, und the tigure bad vanished, It was
slmost low water, sand, despite the heavy rain

{ which had fallen so continuously, the rongh

stones of the *hard” were slippery with slime
and wud, We succecded, however, in reaching
o large row-boat in which were two men, evi-
Without speaking, Mr,
Gaveston stepped Into the boat, signalling me
1o lollow,

“Where are our maies, sir!” asked one of the

| men,

“Quurrelling among themselves, as usual,”
rephied Gaveston, shortly, “We will not wuait
I'll take an our, and my fricod here
will steer, Tuke us out to the middle of the
river, and kecp a sharp lock out, Dorringlon.”

It was evident thut Mr, Gaveston knew e,
My eyes soon beeame accustomed to the dark-

vess, and I could see the black hulls of the ve - |

tels Iyin
slthoug
mooring chains,

No one spoke & word for more than half an
bhour, until & eraft showing a lght o her atter

at anchor sufficlently to svold them,

I bite and don't |

L

wore than onee the oars tonched their |

ET.—PHILADELPHIA,

| hittle think
| what appeared

| and the huge
ol the bﬂ%e

' thrill of joy

splces pervaded the room,

| sington I

cabin was discernible, Iying nearly in our direct ]

fourse,

“Steer alongside the vessel you see ahead,”
suid Gaveston,

I obeyed; and in a few more strokes our boat
gruzed the stranger erult, which had been con-
struoted for specd, and might bave been formerly
a yacht, now condemned to be employed in
rraffic more or less honorable The may ln the
bol;“ climbed up the glde Jke a eat, sud wade
ue fasl.

anveston, with neility that surprised me, as-
eended to the deck of the stranger, bidding us
walt where we were until the tide turned, It
wis not long before the vessel to which we were
attached ~ ‘l:l awing- 1[2;‘& tllm llolw: but,
overpewe ¥ latigue, adleop, I lancy,
as Onveston had taken his place azain in tuye
bont before I noticed him. Bome object covered
with tarpaulins lay, now, lu the bottom of the
boa', und the moon was once more dimly visible,

“Now, ladg, with a will," said Mr, Gaveston;
nnd the boal wus soon uu&er ﬁuorl way. It was
well lor os that we had more light, as the ships
and barges were swinging with the tide, and it
réequired all my skill and attention to keep clear
of difficulties. The clank of capstans and the
discordant voices of the smilors employed haul

ing at lle—neediu fro
ﬁﬁlﬁg ‘mﬂ:’mwg-h % :h'.wa
1fifh énce tuoh me, 8o Ton NEd WE beef o

in gl nee and darkoess, 1 now noticed for the
tirs! time that the rowlocks of our boat were
pudded, upnd 'he oars mutfed, so. thatewe made
our way tbhrough the water almost nolselessly,
I could not recoppize any of the objects on
shore. Tiue, 1 was but slightly sequainted
with the buuh of the river, but I 82w neither
the Toser, nor the Custom House, whieh pos-
ibly were hidden from our sight Ly the florest
of masts und huolls throogh which we

-

stoering. We must bave passed them, as we
now sbot a bridge; but I could not define ita
outline, as the clouds had gathered agan over
the moon,

On we,went in rilence still, unta! the roar of
watery, a8 though among pmles and starlings,
made me aware that wo wero W hing
Binckfrinrs, which I had seon the nignt betore,

{u 1 should soon have to encounter

1o mo thednnrm of Lhe passaee.

“Keep us well in the miadle, sir,” ssid Gaves-

lon; “we aro_heavily laden, and may capsize if
we tonch a pile or butiress,"

I telt my responsibility,. A cold sweat came
n‘on my forchend, and my hoart beat quickly,
The great coal hres burn f In cressets over-
hend, whilst they afforded light, made the
surmag, moddy water appear more appalling,

mbers torming she scaffol ling
seemed ke the wreck of some
orept levinthan, My hands clutebed the tiller
with as it were n death grasp, but my muscles
(rembled violently,

Through in safety | and the revulsion of feal-
e made me hreathe quickly—neavily,

“That's well over,” said Gaveston. “Had the
tide been neninst us we might have slept to-
night in wol shirte, lads, WWhat was that "

The nose ol the boat had strock some heavy
objeet in the water, and her slde wiis scraping
aeainst it 1 looked earncstly, and by the Haht
thnt was almost darkness saw what I belioved
to bé & human face float past. A woman's face
like~but that must have been fancy.

A rickness and then u faintness seized on me, |
and 1 becue unconselous,

When I recovered | foand mysell in a room of
considerable size. The panels were of oak, on |
wiich hunp poriraits of faces which scomed
to be not altngethor unfamiline to me. The
pancls were ali garnigbed with holly, as tuough
the owner was old-tshioned enough to do
hovor to Chilsimas-tide, 1 had searcely time |
to observe this, when Gaveston, attired more
like bis proper sell, cnme in, lollowed by two l
seafuring men, carrying = small oak ochest
clsmped with fron bands,

Having placed it upon the tuble, they with-
arew.

In another moment Laura (Gavesion eoterod
dressed in a long mantle of black velvet lined
with sable fur, A cap of the pame materinls

| was plrsed rather coquettishily on one side of

her magnitie nt hesd, and lent, If Po-ealble.
jucreased beauty to her fascinating face! A
asacd through my frame when I
suw bher stand ‘before me in all her hving love.

| liness, She bhedd out both her hands to me,

aud I can never hope sgam to experionece such
a sensatiom ol exquisile happiness as then
posscssed me !

“Dorrmgton,” snid Mr, Gayveston, ' Laura
can aloue repay you for] the service you have
rendercd me this might. 1 have promised her
that for the rest of my life I will forezo such

| adventures; but this"—he Inid his hand upon

thie oak chest—*‘this was worlth the risk—the
danger.”

“And I do thank you, Mr, Dorrmgton, from |
my heart of hearts,” said Miss Gaveston, **1 |
wish it were in my power to make you u botter |

| recompense,”

I plaged my hand in my bosom aud produced
the camrelial had taken from her bouquet, and
held it towards her,

She took my band in hera and closed my
tingers upon the faded flower,

“Keep it, Mr. Dorringlon,” she sald, in 2 low

. whisper, “and I promise to redeem it whenever

you a~k me to do so."

I ¢bould bave folded her In my arms« had not
Mr. Gaveston spoken,

*Uome! come!" he said, 1 am aboul to ex-
hibit my treacure.”

He produced & brighi key and slowly opened
the chest,

When he had done so, a pale, light vapor
ascended Irom the box, and an odor ot fragraut

“It is safe!l—unbroken !
lite 1" eried  Gaveston,
Dorrington.”

I hastened to comply with his request, and
leokmg into the box was startled at what I saw,

“Quick | —quick!"” erled Gaveston; *‘Laurs is
dying to bhehold fr.

And then by our united efforts we brought
forth s smoking Chrisimas pudding.

What lollowed is goon told.

“Sir!—sh 1" eaid w man's voice, “‘we've got to
Hisleworth-zate, =ir,”

“Nseworth! I told you to drive to Ken-

A perfect chrygo-
“Help me te raise it,

“Down the Keansinglon road, sir, you says; |
and 've druy down i,

Forgive me, gentle reader. I hear you ex-
claim:—"Another of those stupid = dream
stories,” Yes, and they are common enough |
own, eapecially on Christmas Eves, with spoony
young wen made drowsy and dreamy by the
good cheer which still alounds in many & hos-
pitable home at this restive season, ,

And #o, for the merry season’s sake, forgive
us our loo ling.

CHRI~TMAS POEM FOR ALL GOOD BOYS,

YHONI S01T QUI MAL Y PENSE !

AN ANCIENT MYTH MODERNIZED,

BY MI182 DINAH MARIA MULOCH, THE OSLEBE ATED
NOVELIST, AUTAORK OF “JORN HALIFAX,
GUENTLEMAN," B0, ETC, BIOC,

W hiat, weeping, weeping, my litHe son,
Angry toars, ko that groat commander,
Alexander—

Pocause of dragons {8 left not onc

T'e ben new Cappadocin’s soourge

For your bold maying,
Without deisying—
On Shetiand pony—
S0 bnght and bonny—
A kuigbt all mounted—a young Si, Georpe!

Come, sit at my foet, my littie son,
Bit at my feot, snd mend your wagon !
Full many & dragon
Y ou'hh haye to flgh tywith, ere life be done.
Stay—and I'll tell you ol threp or four
{Vilinuous cattle)
Xou’ll bave to battle,
When mother’s siceping
Where all your weeping
Will not awaken her any more,

First comoe a creatnie whose name Is Sloth,
Looks ke s heard, creeping on sleckly,
Simipie and weakly,

Who couldn’t harm you, however wroth,

But slay him, my lad, or he’ll slay you

Crawling and winding,
Twisting and binding,
Briak from him, tramp on him
And ng;you stamp on him,
You'll be st. George and the Dragon, anew,

I hen thore’s & monster, most fair at fret,
Callea Esse, or Oumﬂ)n. or harmless Pleasure ;
Born of emooth Leieure,
On sovnted cushions luxuriouy nursed
W ho'll buy yopr sou', it you'li seil it, Juu
Wb joyanse e
OyRnce i
Or 'II.JII‘ BOrTOW
Until to-morrow,
Irample him—irample him ioto dust!

And one, a reptile, yolept False Bhame,
Whao sllently drags its fettored lengih on,
And tries i16 strength on
Many a spint else pure from blame.
Uut up gnd at it your courser urge!
mite, smite, I trow, hard,
The eoward,
E throme or aitar,
d never falter,
Aud be my own son—my brave St George!

st t_li_;otﬂlldﬂlol) " tah, my
oTe Mre many dragons
BCOUrges—

And few BL
There's mickle labor,
But on ;Iﬂ! you—on

ho;.
left—world

onl

and hittle foy!

our aword u‘:hmmu At

ummlnotilu. A,
your bright on,

And your
81, George mu:;nl God abdeld the right!
“HOKI SOIT QUI MAL ¥ FENAR.'

~The London Teleyraph has the lurgest cires-

were | lation in England, 166,000,

'WEDNESD

I ——————

| nod sireams were silent;

| baa no power over the ristleds sea.

AY, DEOEMBER 19, 1866.
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YOUNG LADY 'S PAIRY OIRISTMAS TALE,

THE BROWN IMP'S STORY.

FALITH AND PATIENCE

BY MIB3 JULIA GODDARD, AUTHON 0¥ “Joyos
DOMER'S STORY,” AND OFHER PRiZe TaLme,

“Alns for yesterdny I"

It was & Brown Imp that apoke, and he darted
hither and thither, whispering his idle words 1o
the brook, and rivers, and 1o every tricklin
thread of running water; he know they woulx
babble them to the world as thaz wont alone,
and he thought il a tine thing that his words
;};mild ﬁ“ throvgh the length and breadih of

e Iand,

And the ereat red sun, sinking to sleop
smongst the polden clouds, heard (hem, and
w:::t:.-hnw folt as though thoy would disturb his
Iee

The water dripped through the flesures (n the
rocks down to the Earth-King's palace, fur under
the tall mountains: nud us the drops plashed
upon the pavements of sbining spar, & silver
wall arose and echoed throogh the vaulted roofs
thint Slelmcd with brilliant stalactiles, and one
Lieard the eourniul word

*‘Alas for vesterday I”

And the dwarfs, and the Kobolds and the
imps, and \he broweies hearing them, droopea
iheir hends; and their laughter, wh'leh rang
weirily enough before, was hushed when that

& —

| low wail, ko soft, a0 ¢lear, and yet so powerlul,

Hrose,
The Barth-King was indigoant; he mounied

| his black steed and spurred him through the

subterranean passages untll he came to an out-
let, near which the Brown Imp was sitting,

The Brown Imp knew that he was coming, for
the charger’s boofs might be heard miles off,
And the Birown Imp affected carelessuess,
though bis heart smote him; and be determined
to brave oul what he had done.

“Why dost thou trouble the earth ! asked the
monpureh, and he waved bis wand,

And lo! innomerable spirits issued forth in
smowy garments; they had ice-ctowns on thelr
heade and fee-chains in their hands, and they
bound the rivers and streams so that they
#lood still and silent, and their volees were
hieard no more,

The Brown Imp lauched scornfully.

“The Sun-King will unlooss the fetters," said
hie, “sud the waters will go babbling on,”

But the Sun-King, roising bls head, an-
swered:—

“I will send forth my myrmidons, and they
<hall drink up the waters so that their voices
shall be hushed for ever.”

And sgnin the Brown [mp laughed,

“Thedorm-Kmg," he said, ** will sund a cloud-
army, and the rivers and streams aguin be full
uud flowing," y

For (he Btorm-King was st comily with the
other monnrchs,

Then the Earth King retorned sorrowlully to
his palace, rince the Brown lmp's idle words
could not be stayed, and the Enrii-King himself
began to be infected by them.

“Alas for yesterday!" Why bad the words
been spoken! They conld never be unsaid; the
evil was done; it had gone through the earth for
ever and ever,

» L] L ] L] L] L] L L]

The sun sank down, and when the ant

| eburch-clock struck five, all the golden clonds

and crimson strenks had faded into grey, and
the grey was deepening into blue—eclear, trans-
parent night blue, and the stars looked down
with kindiy twinkilnﬁ eyes upon the earth
shming more cheenly ause the blessed
Christmas time had come,

And the moon shed floods of gentle light
upon ibe old church tower and the frosted-over
trees, and tuwined to silver the points and pin-
nacles ol architectural piles that graced the
busy citics, or the old gable euds of lone farm-
houses, or the latticed omsements of the cot-
tages, for the moon shone everywhere, and sent
us bright a ray of glory through the broken
windows and oracked shutters of the poorest

| room as into the stately apartments of the ricl;

pethaps even solter and more lingering rays,
for ehe knew that there was sorrow in the earth,
und she longed to comfort it.

The winds were still to-night, and the rivers
or if ome torrent
wiider than the rest stroggled to regain his

| voire, and hoarsely murmur the Brown Imp's

words, the ice-nymphs wound their cold white
arms still closer ronnd him, and breathed their
ey kisses (11l they kissed him inst asieep,

But tbe rivers bud murmured the Brown
I'mp's words to the ocean, nnd the Harth-King
And down
by the seashore yow might hear the waves
repeating,

“Alas toryesterday I

So the Brown Imp was trinmphiant,

“See what the tongoe may do,” said he; it is
n marvellous member.!

And a great Gsh popped ils head out of the
water, aud stared at bim with dall, leaden eyes
in a melancholy manner; but the tsh was dumb,
and could ouly lash s tail sbout {o expre:s iis
feelinge. And the Brown lmp knew well enough
that it was protesting against the commotion
that the talking waves were making.

He had always thonght that fishes were deaf,
bat it scemed thal e must be mistsken, Most

people are mistuken about something or other, |

and the Brown lmp was not an exceplion.
Then a little girl came tripping down to the

| water's odge; she, too, saw the [:il'l‘ll‘ fish with
]

hig head out of the water, and blsJull, staring

| eyes, and his jaws wide open, s it he wished to
| sny somelhing, unly he could not,

YOh, you great stupid figh 1" said the little
pirl, and down he plunged with &8 great splash,
¢o that Meta saw him no more; but she heard
the waves gayiong, “Alas for
she suppoeed Lhat It was the sh speaking to
her, Then she was sorry that she had laughed,
for she thought the fish must be In trouble,
But still the words went on, and now she know
that the waves wete apmkiuq, and their com-
plaint was 80 mournful that she torned away
gadly, and went home,

The Brown Imp’s consclence smote him, his
idie words bad biovght svch a look of sorrow
iLto the child's face: but he could not unsay
them, they must go on lorever.

“Mother," sald the child, *‘why are the waves
#0 sad—what are they wailing for 1"

And assbe spoke the wind came slghing round
the cotlnge, and it whispered the same words
thut the waves had been murmuring on the
shore; softly at trst, then louder and louder
until botn child avd mother beard them plainiy.

‘“Alas for yesterday !”

The mother shuddered. '

t1t is the wail of life,” she enld; *‘the winds
and waters know 1it, the sun and moon look
down and hearit, bot they can give no help;
the sturs try to send comfort, und se¢m to suy,
‘Cowe to us, for we are nearer heaveli than ie
orey’ but it 18 no use, earth-volces ring the
burden, and it enters deep into humaa hearts,”

“And must we always hear itY" asked the
child; “I never heard 18 before, and there will
be no more pleasure in hile now,”

Meta was silent the rest of the evening,
nod searcely troubled hersell to wonder what
Saita Claus would put Into Ler stocking, but
went to bed with the dreamy words stili wall-
g her eurs—

“Alns for yesterday 1"

. L] - - - L] .

“The Princess Linda’s heart i broken ™

Mots started up_ from Ler restless slecp, and
looked round, THe moon was shinfog into the
room, and it was almost as Jight as day. She
could see no one, :ud yc;she was cerialn that
son e one had vn to her.

“T'he I’nnce:ﬁ,lndl‘l heart is broken ! again
anld the voice.

Bt 13‘?".;.;: know who the princess is”
roplied Motu, involuntarily; for she was quite
sure that she was not dreaming,

“ghall 1 tell you the story I saked the Biown

]l!"‘l.

o was sittiog eurled up at the foot of Lhe
brla, #0 thlnln Meta bisd takeén him for ono of the

ed walnut poeis,

“ar-'{’u.“. mweptgd Neta, not feeling at Wl sur
prised at tho appearanoe of the Brown Imp, for
she thought he might be some one belou1|ng to
sapta Ulsus, or even Santa Claus himeelf, who
not having suytbing to pul inte hor stooking,

| they were as ha
| summer time, |1olt.)p|,n

yesterday ! and |

whs going to toll her to ton
'wonla l‘lae 'olmo:" in I‘:‘er. mlr n.d‘.“:nl:ll: '6051::‘.
'y on the whole, as uf thing
lh'%:;o oould give her.ml FOURRye. Sy
‘L Enw you down upon the ahore to-
flg: :elreplo?khi'n‘gl?’ ‘tbo arent l?i"ki:‘:
wo Imp;: “bo not k
Prinosas' hoart wis an.Y "7 Shie Sk e
“ANR,"" 1eturned Meta, slowly, "Was (hat the
reason,” she continucd, ‘‘that the waves ware
m?‘, 'ﬁac fl'tlr e:mbrdtarh!' The winds have
ing ot alsn, Dut how ce I puaas
that ll“gn! anything to do with ‘uvrl’ngmu?
b, , - In n prinoess like ! for I haye never seem

“Like other people,” answored the Brows
Imp; *‘th" Princesa Linda bappencd to be ver
benutiful; some prinoesses are, some are no
ll.‘n.auite 8 chance.” .

HOR" smd Mrml ?ﬂu.
m“‘_l"h:‘l"r;:mm llt..n A I‘md b::m 01\.‘(", and fair

one e pale gold, he I

Rotenfluss fell in lmp-nh'me." T rids

“Yes," responded Meta, “'Why

“How should 1 know,” said the Brown [mn:
Y1 dare say he didn't exaotiy know mumﬂ:
It's n sort of A thing that comes Lo pass without
peurle being ubie to aocount for iy my ieast,
that In the reésult of my obsarvation, for sy s
Brown Imp I have had no personal oxperionoe.
It ean't always be for qoalities, or besuty, or
tglents, or enything else; at any rate, I showid
thnk not,” smd the Brown Lmnp, refloctively.
“Certuinly not for te in cases,”

“Pothaps it was her golden hair " suggested

eln,

“Perbnps so; T can't say, I only know &
he fell in ?ow with her, aod she m{h him, :l.l:lt

a6 the day is long —in

the winter, ol course™
udded the Brown Imp, revisiogly, “and shey
were 1o be married vory soon, and the prepara-
tiona lor the wedding were so grand, that

far and near were talking about what s sight ik
was to be."

“I should Hke to see i1," said Mela,

*Yes; but you forget there i3 to be no wed-
ding now, for the princess's hear{ is broken (*

etn siehed,

*Did you ever heur of the Nigles?" asked the
Brown Imp,

“No,” replied Meta.

YWell, then, T must cxpluin, The Nixies aps
water nymphs liviog far down under tho waters,
They float ubout on the yvivers, and find ont wil
fhat is going on upon the earth; ana they
heard about the Prince of Rosenfluss and the
Princess Linds, and it made one of them very
sugry,"

Sy

“Becnuse she had fallen in love with ths
prinoe herself.,”

“Ah!" ejaoulated Meta.

“Now, & Nix may marry a human botog, if
theo can persunde one to mntr{. her; and so this
Nix determined to put away the Princess Linda
from the prince’s Leart, and make nim love her
instead,”

“And how did she manaee it ™

“The prinocss was sitting by the riverside
looking into the blue walers, and dreamiog of
bir happiness, when & sad voice near her said,
‘Bweet princess, pity me !' and cloze beside her
she saw a very [air women with long dack hair,
and dark eyes that shopo like dinmonds. *‘How
can I Lelp you? asked the princess. ‘I am an
uofortunate Nix," returped the water-spirit,
‘and | weep that a human lile is not mine,
There is little bappiness in floating about sing-
ing songs from yesur's end to year'send, llon*
for the npﬁinuﬂ that belongs to buman beings,
And the Princess Linda did not wonder at
it, for ehe was go filled with hu?plnm herael "

“She bad nol heard ‘the wail ot Iife,” then?*
said Meta, remembering her mother's worda

“No,” rejoined the Brown lmip; “‘but she ling
heard it now,"

anuowrlt

“The Nix wept at her fect and besought hee
ald, ‘It thou wilt plupge once underneath the
waves with me, then shall I be as thoun art, O
happy princess; and I pledge thee my word
that thou sbalt return in safety,' Then the
Lnuctss resolved 1o muke the Nix a8 happy us

erselt, Alas! poor princess; when she rose
from the waters and bebeld her image on thelr
Elmag suriace, her blue eyes and her polden

uir were gone, and in their place the dark
looks of the Nix floated around her, and the
Nix's dinnond ey es lashed back at her from the
walery mirror, And Isughing at her woe,
the false Nix slood beside her, with her eyes
and pale pold tresses. ‘1 shall be as happy as
thou srt now,' said she; I shall muarry the
FPrince of Rosenfiuss.’ "

“‘And what happened "

The Nix went 10 live at the castle with Linda's

arents, sud the princess begs irom house to

onge; und none beheve her story,”

“Not aven the princef”

“How should le, when appearnnces are «o
against her

“And ro she has bheard at last, ‘Alas for yes-
terday I' " ]

The Brown Imp did not like to hear his idle
words brought up,

**All this happened some time ngo,” said he,
“the rivers froze ms they wore tellivg me the
story; o I shall have to walt until there is a
thaw (o hear the rest.”

Metn sat up 1n bed.

“I think,” eaid she, “that it is warmer; per-
haps a thaw has come ou. Do go down to the
river and see. I most know what became of the
princess afler ghe Lad heard the wail of life.”

- L L - - L] - L] L

Meta drd not know how long she had been
n:leep, but she opened her cyes just a8 the
Brown Imp was ns&!ug:—-

“The Prince of Bosenfluss marricd the Nix-
princess, and there was n grand wedding.”

*Oh, 1 nm so sorry," said Mets, rubbing her
eyes.,

“So am I," said the Brown Imp; *‘but what is
done cannot be undone,”

“And where is the Prince:s Linda "

*I'he Nix-princess preiended to be sorry for
the poor demented woman, and offered her a
place as serving mai 1"

“And did she accept it ?"

“Yes; for she would still be near the Prince
of Roeenflnsa,”

I should not have cared for the prince if he
had not believed in me,” sald Meta.

“But the princess did,” retarned the Brown
Imp. *“Bhe had a little garcet up at the top
of the palace to sleep in, aud gvery night two
angele came and watched beside her, And ns
they bent over her and:kissed her, ono whis-
pered:— The past is goune forever—toll on, and
thou shalt find rest! And the other suid:—
“Ihe future hath not yet come; despair not;
sooncr or lawr the right shall be made
known,! And in the worning the princess
swoke, comforied. It it had npot been for the
angels, she could not have done her work during
the day time,

“Day afler day she toiled on silently, and at
night the angels visited her, aand siill their
words were 'lfcup:.lr oty and she bravely held
on her WAy, thﬂllﬂ’h ghe grew aler aud thinner,
and her step was slower and her voice weaker.

‘At Inat sho grew so weak that sho could not
leave her wietched couch; and still (he angels
visited her, and comforted her,

“But lo! a marvellous change took place.
As lite ebbed slowly away, her looks turned
aly gold once more, and her eyes were blue as
fn t'lrnu of old, And the servants, wondering,

told their master. And as they spoke the Nix-

princess, too, was changed; her hair and eyes

sssumed their former hue, and the Prince of

Roeenfluss knew that he hud been decelved,”

5 "N‘n’d did the princess see him belore she
jed !

“Yos; and as he held her in his arms she
whispered, ‘T bave not walted in vain, for thou
hust come Lo me at last '

“And then she died I sald Meta, -obblnﬁ.

“Yes," answered the Brown Imp, sorrow ull{.;
and _%l ray of joy had entered his hears
thivk thal there were aneels wilh power lo
sootbe all those who might hear the words, ‘Alns
or : o, b . . - . bt

‘“‘Mother,” sald Meta, when sbo had told her
the Brown Imp's story. “‘who wero the sngels *
:wu thu'e?nmo tame when the wailof lifo sounds

ren y b

‘1 trust 1y ohild,”

u,gluth. r:‘:r:\;,'ua those ungels '™ asked the
cli!'d again.

And the mother suswered —

Plhe apgoln wers I w0l it Patiepnee




